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silence—a silence

study intently.
moments had elapsed
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' Mandy, “I know that ’bout’s well 's|the palmist, siowly and impressively.
Tbe Greatcr Qaim it can be known. What | want ¢ |Again there was
. know is what’s in store for me.” that seemed interminable, while the
A Story of The Far West “All right, but 1 must tell you a|reader continued to
' little about what you know to be|When several
o Gose ol Wi Nihiy's - b true, or you won't believe me.”” The-|and no word was spoken, Miss Mandy
was slammed shut with a bang

against the fierce onslaughts of an
icy blast that raged up and down
the little canyon like some mad thing.
And within the warm precincts of
Woli Creek's only hostelry came Bob
Wells, Billy Lang and Legs—conduc-
tor, brakeman and fireman, respect-
ively, of train 54" west-bound—ac-
companied by a man unknown to Miss
Mandy.

A Montana blizzard was in progress
and the trip over the divide had been
a wild one. Theophilus Willard was
the only passenger in the caboose,
and the exigencies of the occasion, to-
gether with the frank unceremoni-
ousness that characterizes the aver-
age Westerner, soon involved passen-
ger and crew in relations more or less
familiar, in which a common interest
in a stopping place for the night play-
ed a conspicuous part. So at the
end of the journey the stranger was
guided to the hotel by the trainmen,
to whom he was none the less inter-
esting when it was learned that he
was an exponent of the science of
palmistry. !

Strangers were neither so common
nor uncommon at Miss Mandy’s as to
interefere with the attitude of good-
fellowship that prevailed among her
boarders. The through passenger
trains rarely stopped at Woli Creek,
but freight trains changed crews at
that point, and it followed that Miss
Mandy's patrons were confined to
those few whose occupation mada
them frequenters of the town. The
dining-room, with its big fireplace,
was an alluring sitting-room after
supper, and the men deemed it a
special favor when Miss Mandy came
in after the dishes were washed, to
ask the news from either end of the
division. To-night the advent of a
“‘fortune-teller’’ promised an unsusu-
al diversion, and the proprietress was
the object of numerous importunings.

“Come in apd have your fortune
told, Miss Mandy,” called Billy
King, whenluw meal was over, the
table cleargd, and chairs wer drawn
up before the fire.

‘“‘Nonsense!’' said a voice from the
kitchen, where the clatter of dishes
spoke for itsell. ‘

“Aw! Come on, Miss Mandy," urg-
#od Legs, ‘“this feller'll tell you andy-
thing you want to know, from when
you were born to who your fate's

goin’ to be.”
‘“Heaven forbid!” exclaimed Miss
Mandy, ‘‘either one's sunthin’ - I

wouldn’t want told in public.”
“Well, then, he’ll tell you vyou're
goin’ to be a rich widdo’ and when

you're goin’ to see the man,” inter-
posed Billy.

Miss Mandy appeared in the door-
way, wiping a huge, thick croekery

plate.

‘“Now, Billy King, you knows well’s
I do there ain’t a man in Montana
'ud have me, even s'posin’ I was will-
ing to risk takin' one, which I ain't.
When a woman gits 's old’s me, the
best thing she c¢'n do is to warn the
young ones against making fools o
themselves.”

““Now, Miss Mandy! Don't be too
hard on us. But come and let his
nobs, here, see how many lies he

<'n tell.”

““Oh, well! For the sake of a little
amusement, maybe, when I'm done
with the dishes,’”” and she disappeared
again. If anyone had hinted to Miss
Mandy that she was superstitious,
she would have denied the implica-
tion with spirit. She, Mandy Hodge,
a sensible spinister of forty-nine,
whose indefinitely grea® grandfather
had been a Puritan of the strictest
type—she, who had been a God-fearing
women, doing her duty as she found
it, and being, among other things,
eminently practical—she superstjtious?
Never!

Miss Mandy probably had no suspic-
don that that same Puritanical influ-
-ence, the germs of which had been
planted in her ggart almost three hun-
dred years ago, might have been at
work when she reluctantly consented
to have her palm read. If asked her
ideas concerning the doctrine of pre-
destination, she would in all proba-
bility, have said she did not believe
in it. Twenty-five years of pioneer
life with its vicissitudes of fortune
had taught her to believe man to be
alone responsible for his own destiny.
Yet there still existed within her a
suggestion of a doubt concerning the
subject. It had not yet been proved

Consequently ‘the elements of

. superstitition and curiosity which

on of the palmist had

- the suggesti

 awakened aided in setting aside her
~ rational opinions, and she yielded.
~ When she came in a little

later,

ophilus’ manner could be very smooth
upon occasions. Just now he seemed
to be musing over what he saw in
Miss Mandy’s palm. “You have a very
interesting hand,”’ he remarked, as
he spread out the fingers one by one,
bent them  backward and turned ,the
hand gver, ““a well-marked hamd ®and
an easy one to read. In the first
place, you were born in New Eng-
land. "’

“How do you know?"’ asked Miss
Mandy.

“The palm is an open book,”’ the
scientific palmist 1eplied. “That dia-
lect don't oiten deceive me,”’ he
thought. “You came West some time
ago."’

“Yes, with father,’

’

vouchsaled Miss

Mandy.
“Don’t teli me anything,”’ said
Theophilus, deprecatingly, *‘I must

do this alone. You've been West per-
haps—twenty years.”’ Theophilus  hLad
seen something of the world, and was
from necessity, a good judge of char-
acter. He had sized up Miss Mandy
with the eye of a profession and he
was good at ~uessing.

‘“You have never been home since
you came, though you have relatives
still in your native town—near rela-
tives.” ¢

Miss Mandy thought of her sister
and the nieces and nephews she had
never seen, and she was a little sur-
prised that he had come so near the
truth.

“Your father has heen dead about
two years, 1 would say, He was some-
where near eighty years old.” Miss
Mandy wore black and the rest was
easy. ‘‘I see the sign of a love ali-
fair here—some twenty-five years ago
—an unsuccessful one.”’

The amused, somewhat tolerant
smile with which Miss Mandy had lis-
tened heretofore was gone now, and
in its turn was a look of perplexity.
“Does he guess all this?"’ she asked
heérself. At the mention of the Jove
aflair, the blood pulsed in her faded
cheek for a moment, but was gone
again by the time she recovered
enough to laugh sceptically. But the
crew of ‘51"’ saw it and were touch-
ed. She was so little and so alone.

The ‘‘exponent’’ was proceeding in
an even voice, only interrupted by
the occasional crackling of the fire
and the whistle of the wind around
the corners of the house.

“Your fate line 1s somewhat wun-
even. Let me see your other . hand,
please! Hm! Still more broken. You
began your existence in fairly favora-
ble surroundings and had you remain-
ed in your birthplace your life would
have been comparatively easy. You

lived on a farm,” and he looked at
her quickly. She nodded, and he
went on. “But you came into a

strange country of your own will and
your life has been one of ups and
downs. However, you have been fair-
ly content and prosperous, particu-
larly in the last five years.

““Now, as to your character, your
will power is well developed and you
are decidedly practical, though your
imagination and a more or less mys-
tical tendency balance that quality.
Your heart line is very even and pro-
nounced, denoting sympathy, gener-

osity and the faculty of feeling in-
tensely. Your domestic qualities are
marked. The head line is not so

long nor so deep as that of the heart,

good, clear intellect. Your apprecia-
tion of the arts is somewhat limited,
though your love of the beautiful is
quite evident. You are something of
a philosopher and not given to wor-
rying. Your talents are along the in-
dustrial line.””  Theophilus thought
this rather neat, as he smoothed his
shiny black hair caressingly. His
stock phrases were running nimbly off

his tongue now, his manner as pro-
fessional as possible.
By this time Miss Mandy was ob-

serving him intently. She was won-
dering how he could know her so
well. She glanced suspiciously at
Bob Wells, at Billy King and at
Legs. But the expression of interest
on the faces of all three convinced her
that they were as impressed as she
by this exhibition of power.

Billy’s cigar nad gone out amd was
being held tightly between his teeth.
Legs was staring hard into the fire-
place, and the conductor was leaning
over the back of his chair with his
eyes fixed on the palmist. They all
knew Miss Mandy so well—had known
her for five years, and here was an
utter stranger telling her things they
didn’t know at all!

“With the exception of a few unim-
portant details,” continued the palm-
ist, ‘‘that is—about all I see concern-
ing your past and your character.
Now we'll find what the future hag

for you.” A slight hitching of his
chair as a preliminary induced a
trifle more interest from his audi-

ence.
“I see a journey of some length in
prospect for you, and—yes, here is
the indication of a change of some
kind—soon. Your health will always
be fairly good, and financially, the
rest of your life will be comfortable.”
He could not know of the earnings of
in the lining of

but it is, nevertheless, the sign of a

moved a little in her chair. She was
growing a trifle nervous.

At length, after a close scrutiny,
the prophet seemed to have solved the
riddle to his own satislaction, and
lifting his head, spoke to the com-
pany in general.

“l find an unusual combination
here,”’ he said. ““The fate line, after
running smoothly for perhaps an jgch,
suddenly shoots into the life hnl—
and at that point both—end abrupt-
ly.”” He paused impressively. The con-
ductor and brakeman glanced at each
other. The fireman took his eyes
from the bed of hot embers and look-
ed at Miss Mandy. Miss Mandy re-
garding the palmist ct-iously and the
palmist drgpped his eyes to the puz-
zling Jivies in the hand.

“Ygu are about forty-nine years of
age,”” he volunteered, at last.
“Yes,” said Miss Mandy,
She was not ashamed of it.
“These lines—end—at the point —
which represent—your fiftieth birth-
day.”” The Delphian oracle could not
have spoken more ominiously. Miss
Mandy began to understand.

‘1 see also the sign of a quadruped
—evidently significant when near the
indication of an accident, as in this
case.”

“On my filtieth birthday,” mnafd
Miss Mandy. There was another elo-
quent silence. The wind whistled dis-
mally down the chimney, and added
to the intensity of the moment — an
intensity that was its own undoing,
for Miss Mandy, growing conscious of
it all at once, seemed to recover
herself. ‘“Well,”’ she said philosophic-
ally, as she rose, ‘“‘my time's got to
come some day, so it may's well
come then,” and she laughed a little.

The spell was broken. Billy King's
chair came to the floor with a thump,
and as he walked to the stairway,
he observed in a tone that was not
altogether amiable, that the palmist
would never suffer for lack of imagin-
ation. Legs got slowly to his feet
and shuffled towards the door, but as
he passed Bob Wells he remarked suc-
cintly, ““That feller's a damn fool to
tell her all that rot.”

The palmist rose with the others.
He seemed to realize that he had said
too much, but it would not do to go
back on his reading. So he attempted
to conciliate matters a little by say-
ing jocularly, “There’'s a chance that
I was mistaken on that last, Miss
Mandy. If I had a magnifying glass to
see the smaller lines with I could tell
you better. Sorry I left mine in Hel-
ena. But I'd advise you to look out
for quadrupeds, all the same, on your
fiftieth birthday."

‘“‘Well, my life has taught me one
thing,”’ responded Miss Mandy, ‘‘take
'em all in all, most quadrupeds I've
seen have been a heap more trust-
worthy than lots o' bipeds I've en-
countered.””  There was a general
laugh at this sally, as the crew of
‘54" and the Ixponent of Scientific
Palmistry after a hearty good-night
to Miss Mandy, tramped upstairs to
bed.

But the little figure in black sat by
the fire for a long time that night.
The wind moaned outside and the
snow drifted in through the cracks
around the door. The chunks in the
fireplace sank, one by one, into a bed
of trembling red coals. The glow grew
ss ard less bright, and slowly a
ite ash formed where the flicker-
flames had been. The chill from
thé blizzard began to pervade the
room.

At last Miss Mandy started.
“What's getting into you, anyway,
Mandy Hodge? Gather together your
scattered old senses and go to bed.
I'm ashamed of ve."”” And she locked
the door, took up the lamp and went
to ‘her room.

The next morning, after the

of “54" had gone east on its run
and Theophilos had taken a west-
bound freight, Miss Mandy stood in
her front door and surveyed the scene
before and around her. The blizzard
had spent its force in the night, and
the air was marvellously clear and
sparkling. It fairly tinkled with
the cold. The snow, dry as pow-
der, has drifted in wave-like undula-
tions around the corners of the build-
ing, and against the station platform
The track was submerged in some
in some places and swept perfectly
bare in others.
Woli Creek boasted ten buildings—
Miss Mandy's hotel, the store, two
saloons, five dwelling shacks and the
station house. A street ran through
the town, separating the railroad ap-
purtenances from the other buildings,
which were scattered here and there
in defiance of order or system.

The hotel, store and saloons were
the same style of ar-
chitecture, the former differing from
the other two in the matter of a

simply.

crew

second story. The front wall, the
bald-faced appearance of which w
relieved by two windows and a door,

continued upward beyond the pointed

an-

great m opposite, she spoke as il
1o defiance of 1t

<
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off by green trimmings, the trade
mark of the compny. This was
Wolf Creek, Montana, thirty-five
miles wet of the Rocky Mountain tun-
nel, on the Northern Pacific Railroad.
Miss Mandy stood there surveying
it with eyes that seelaed suddenly

open to things she had never seen
before, How piteously small, how
desperately monotonous it was, this
little way station on the road to

Somewhere, dignified only by the tin-
fest of dots on the official time-
tables.- Passenger trains fled past
it with a shriek, as if the mere sug-
gestion of a stop there was madden-
ing. The only glimpse Miss Mandy
had of the world was that afforded by
the tired, listless faces in the win-
dows as the express swung into view
and was gone in a whirl of snow. But
she thought of those faces all day,
till they became her friends, and she
imagined she knew the story of every
one.

Her eyes -wandered to the mount-
ains around and above her, their
ides covered with needle-pointed pines
outlined = sharply against the back-
ground of snow, with here and there
bare, jagged rocks jutting out boldly
in relief from the sinuous slopes. She
looked long and lovingly at them,
and drew a slow, deep breath. ‘‘Ah!
but they are magnificent!” she
thought.

Then she gazed eastward beyond
where the track marrowed to a point
and was lost in a bend, father and
farther beyond, where the craggy,
snow-capped peaks of a divide rose
majestically into the incomparable
blue of a Montana sky. Something of
their grandeur and immensity seemed
to envelope her, and made her sud-
denly conscious of her own insignifi-
cance. She became all at once aware
of an overpowering sense of helpless-
ness, of an impulse to seek protection
from someone, and with the realiza-
tion of her impotence came a flood
of loneliness that she had never ex-
perienced before. She thought of
what lay beyond those peaks—the de-
solate, undulaging plains of eastern
Montana and Dakota, on through the
weird horrors of the Bad Lands to
the Middle West, with its immense
fields of waving grain; then the
thickly settled East, with its great
cities, and finally, New England, her
New England, and its rolling greeo
hills, its woods, its spacious old
farm-houses and picturesque meadows!
Twenty-five years was a long time to
have stayed away from it.

Her fiftieth birthday—a journey—to
Ellen and the children—why not? An
accident! Her fiftieth birthday! The
thoughts came crowding and jostling
one another, and in sudden bewilder-
ment she sat down on the door-step
to think a little more clearly.

Suppose it should come true, what
the palmist had said. Suppose she
should die, on her fiftieth birthday.
She pictured to herseli what it would
be like here. Bob Wells and Billy
King and Legs would be there, of
course, and the engineer's wife would
take charge of things. The two or
three other women whose lot had
been cast at Wolf Creek along with
their husband’'s would come and do
what they could. And that would
be all. There would be a little pro-
cession and another mound over there
at the foot of the mountain among
the pines. Yes, she'd like to rest
over there—if it weren't so lonely.
Even her father was not there for she
had sent him home. Home! The tears
welled to Miss Mandy's eyes.

There was no real reason why she
never had gone. She had lingered be-
cause she had come to love this great,
boundless, hig-hearted West — because
there had never seemed any plausible
reason why she should go. She call-
ed herseli a Westerner now, she had
been a part of it for so long, and ex-
perienced so much.

As she sat there, every detail of
her life came before her vividly. She
saw herself as a girl on the farm in
Massachusetts until her sister's mar-
riage and her mother’s death left her
in charge of everything and changed
her in a year to a woman whose last
thought was of herseli. Then came
her father's determinatiom to come
West, and she could not let him go
alone, she who was all he had
And f(inally, there had been_the heart-
breaking good-bye to—him. Now there
spread before her imagination a pan-
orama of events—the long journey
across the continent; the rush to the
mines, from Utah to Colorado, from
Colorado te Wyoming and Montana,
ow here, now there; the Indian wars,

she had been huddled in a build-
ing for days, together with women
and children, waiting with bated
breath for the terror to come, while
the men stood guard without. And
afterward there was more drifting.
From Virginia City they had gone to
Helena, at that time Last
Guilch, and thence to Butte, winning
and.losing, enjoying and suffering. At
length when the fever had burned out
to some degree and her father had
become too old to wander any more,
they had somehow settled down here
at Wolf Creek, where she hgd kept
the hotel and earned a living for the
two of them. Two years before she
had closed her father’'s eyes—and yet
she stayed on. Ellen had always
seemed so far away. And now in six
months it would be her fiftieth birth-
day.
Of a sudden she stood up, and look-
ing at the pine-covered of the

left. | July days.

mountain, for she stood there some|
moments, staring at it. Then drying |
fier eyes hurriedly on her gingham |
apron, she went into the house. |
For six months Miss Mandy made !
and executed plans with scrupulous re- |
gard to details. She consulted time |
tables and decided to leave Wolf|
Creek five days belore her birthday,
s0 that her arrival home would come |

Why should she pay so|
much attention to what the palmist |
had said? If her time was to come|
then it would come, and that's all
there was to it. Besides, John's meet- |
ing her with the buckboard would give |

fallacy of the palmist’s words.
desire to satisfy her curiosity was al- |
most as potent a factor in formingl
her decisions as was her anxiety to |
be home. So from a little supersti-
tious feeling of

looked forward to the arrival with}
less fear than joy. {
Billy King thought Miss Mandy |

seemed preoccupied, or absent-minded, |
or something. He didn’t know
what it was, but he felt a difference.
Bob said he believed she was worry- |
ing over that fool fortune-teller’s non- |
sense. but Legs remarked that he'd|
|seen her smile to herself once, so he
guessed she didn't feel very
cut up.
told them of the intended visit, a|
week before the time of her departure,
that they understood

She could not tell them before. It|
was her own little secret that she
guarded almost jealously. She wanted
to think about it and nurse it and
plan for it without any rude inter-
ference, however well meant it might
be. She was too selfish to share it
with even her best friends—too wise, |
perhaps. But at length she felt they
ought to know it, now that the time
was so near, she owed it to them,
and when she told her plan, with her
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little wrinkled face almost youthful in
its eager anticipation, she expected |
something different from her listeners |

She looked from onme to the other for |
a word of approval or encouragement, |
but none came. Bob Wells gazed in-|
tently at the toe of his shoe. Billy |
grew suddenly grave and stared out|
of the window,* while Legs strode |
carelessly out of the room and dis-
| appeared around the corner of the}
| station house. '

To the minds of all
| three there came the remembrance oi}'.s.m l' 'om 35,|70!8'6'30

|a stormy night six months ago, and |
| this seemed the first step in the ful-|
| filment of the prophecy spoken then. |
| No allusion was made to it, however,
{and after a few commonplace re-
| marks, Bob and Billy sauntered out |
|and left Miss Mandy in a vague state
of uneasiness. {

It was May now, the most fascinnt-j
ing month of the year in the Rocky
Mountains. One could almost
the shoots pop out of the moist earth |
and see the green buds grow into |
slender stalks. The very air seemed |
to teem with new life and quiver with |
llatentr energy. The clumps of willow
| apd quaking asp along the creek, the
| new shoots on the hemlock, the baby
!pine trees nestled near their haughty
ipa.rent.s—all mingled in masses of &
{ dozen pastel shades of green and new
yellow. The jutting rocks on the
mountain sides seemed to renew their
| pink and brown tints, and way up in
| the gulleys, unkissed by the rays of|
the sun, streaks of snow remained as
a suggestion of the winter just gone.
[ The highest peaks were still snow- |
| capped, awaiting the warmth of the |

Miss Mandy drank it all in as she
had done every spring for twenty-five
years. Annually she took a greater
delight than before in this reawaken-|
ing, and each springtime seemed more
beautiful than the last. But a picture
of New England as it must be now,
came to her mind, and she was vague-
ly conscious of a voluntary putting
away of a hali-formed, thought that
she did not attempt to define.

A week went by, in which she made
her final preparations. The hotel was
rented to one of the saloon men whose
wife would manage it as an adjunct
to his business. She could not bring
herself to sell it outright. Bob
brought her time-tables, looked up the
fares and planned the whole trip ' to
the smallest detail. Her instructions
were all written out and folded up in

than the silence that fell upon them.

We

THE

TERN

ASSURANCE

C. C. Fosrma, Secretary.

WM. A LEE & SON,

14 VICTORIA STREET.

her the chance to prove the truth or | Phone: Office Main 592.
The | Phone: Residence Main 2075.

ANGLII & MALLON,

T, S o TaRte, &

Offices : Land Security Ch.abers, allows
laide and Victoria Streets, hmu,‘ e

F.A ANGLIN, KC.  Jos W MALLON, LIJN
Bas 198 p 4

. - Py s -
upon that date. She would go in the }"‘UY & KELLY, fg
day coach and take a supply of eat- 'ma“m chPAN‘ MQA:‘I:I‘M”.'U::‘M-.Q“— i
ables in a basket. She would mend | Buildings, ua-‘b-u.?..n-a_ ¥
up her oM, but best, dress, and send J.4.POY, K0 BT EMas g
to Butte for some nice cashmere to nd ' e
make a new one. She would fix her-' FlRE e PR - o ,AR|NE — - -
self a neat little bonnet out of some EARN & SLATTEKY ¥
old velvet she had, and make a few Hﬂﬂ ofﬂﬁ . me. o.l. H BARRISTERS, 80, ITORS E
other little necessaries. And as she A= WP " NOTARIES, 8w ’
sat sewing she grew into the habit CAPITAL $2.000.000 "‘“"'““ Wil “.&" .
of picturing the whole scene as it Ar;:ll.._: - ‘J;n Phane ‘l‘:m . lovoute, Oul, E 3 7
would occur when she reached Fern-| L:.-p.id since organisation. ... ;;.m: T..P.IA_I'::I..ALMY, Rescence, 385 Simeor Sey® |
dale. John would meet her at the EDWARD J. HEARN, Residcace, 11 Guangs & b
station with the buckboard and they DIRECTORS e Fhese M. e
would drive out to the farm The | Vios-Prmsmusy ars e SR e, . b
thought sent a little thrill of feall Hox GRO. A. OCOX l -‘.‘-'n‘-‘_ J,IKII'IY LATCH'ORD, MoDOUGALL & DaAmZ i :
through her. A buckboard presup- | ges. 8 0. Wood. w.lh& BARRSTHRS 0 LICTTORA.
posed a horse, a horse was a quadru- } :‘-.M-l' n'&:;‘ ‘ pen _‘“b -

nd g w [ . . Bupreme Agwla. . 5
Im;ea:mc! the palmist had said—but wﬁi E R Wood, OTTAWA, Ul

C

,‘w— ' R el

7. R Latohford J. Lor MeDougsll .
‘-'.°.'...:.»..'."‘ w

-

EE & O'DONOGHUE,
BARRISTERS, BOLICITORS, NOTARIRS 9

l‘dhzu. ¥4 Victorls 8¢,
" Ofloes — Boiwon, Ont. Rt -
Phone, Main 1588 Residoncs Phone, Mab 2e9gp.

much | .
It was not till Miss Mandy | Prene Main 502,

-~ Rotaklished 1028

dread, her attitude| The MJANCHESTER FIRE

changed to one of eagerness and she | °

Assurance Co.

Head Office—MANCHESTER, Exo,
H. 8. MALLETT, Manager and Secretary

oty { Assets over $13,000,000

Canadian Branch Head Office—TORONTO.

JAS, BOOM. Manager.
T. D. RICHARDSON, Asst. Manager.

W A. LEE & SON, General Agents,

14 Victoria 85. Toronto

W.T.J Lam, BOL, Joux G. O'Doscsnve. LM
M ¢BRADY & CoNNoR b

BARRISTERS, 50/ 3
2T 1
| ] Tomalegn

Proctore in
l‘:w.ﬂh West, Tormn
McBRADY, K.G. TJIw ooon OBy
Telephone Main 2095 )

~ 001';):1)!! CURLE & GLEEN
uh-..nomo.
Supreme and Exchequer Conrt Ageuta

CARLETON UHAMBERS, OTIAWA opmnr
lll.l'.uil-.o.l.l.b.
DAy S, Dpartmercel e Pt 4
?Luo.—-um .._b‘ :
¢

—

York

THE

Loan and

Savings Compan)

Plans suitable for those desiring %o
own their homes instead of contins-

ing to pay reat. Literature free.

GCounty

Sxechitects -
s :

A RTHUR W, BOLES,

170 Spadina A
‘m“..

_ .’“.

m.o
.

e el

RUBBER STAMPS,

SmaLs, Erc

THE EXGELSIOR LIFE

INSURANCGE C0

Men of character and ability
to write Insurance can obtain
with this Company an agency
which will give them an ever

increasing income apply to

HEAD OFFICE. TORONTO

hear | ppwiN MARSHALL, ~ DAVID PASKEN,
Secretary.

£

1King St. W, rorante
Awaided Diploma Toronto Exp. g

THE TORONTO

GENERAL TRUSTS
GORPORATION

69 YONGE STREET, TORONTO

~————

BOARD OF DIRECTORS

% John H K.C., L.L.D,, President
Hon, 8. O. Wood, Viee Presidenit
W._H. , Vice-President
Jobn Bell, K. C.

John L. Blaikie,

wisdom and experience of the
of Directors is at the service
every person employing the

corporation.

by o

F. ROSAR

Undertaker.

240 King 8t. East, Toronte.
Tebophone Main 1084.

(Continued on page 8.)
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